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Naughty Excerpt from “The Futa & the Caliph's Fertile Wife”

“What are you doing?” Husna demanded, the slender one finding courage. “You cannot kiss her.”

“She is the caliph's wife,” Busra gasped. “She is holy, and you are an evil jinn.”

“A horny futa,” I corrected and smiled at them. “You have the most plump and kissable lips, Busra.”

She gasped as I kissed her. I planted my lips right on hers and thrust my tongue into her mouth. She groaned as I swirled around in her, kissing her with such passion. I wanted to make her squeal with my passion. It would be so much fun.

My tongue danced around in her mouth before she could rip her lips free. I grinned at her and kissed Husna next. The slender girl moaned as I hooked my arm around her neck and held her to me. She whimpered, her hand clutching my breast.

Fatima watched, her eyes so wide as I kissed Husna. It was so much fun to make out with Arab cutie. I felt so naughty for doing this. My heart pounded in my chest as our lips danced together. I broke the kiss and motioned to Busra.

She whimpered and kissed me now.

“She is casting a spell on you,” whimpered Fatima.

“Protect us,” moaned Husna as she nuzzled in and joined us.

Now it was a three-way kiss, our lips working together. My futa-dick throbbed. Busra grabbed it. She stroked up and down my cock as our lips worked together. It was so amazing to make out with the pair of them like that.

“Stop that,” Fatima gasped. “You're my handmaidens. I command you to stop kissing the jinn.”

But they didn't. They kept making out with us. Their tongues flicked around in my mouth. It was so wild to have the bodacious babes making out with me. They were historical hotties, too. They kissed me with passion, their tongues brushing mine.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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The Futa & the Caliph's Fertile Wife

Jill Evie Haupstad

I flowed through the cum tunnel and popped out onto the sand. I stumbled and fell to my hands and knees, the most excellent time travel vibrator buzzing a few more times in my pussy. I clutched my phone, the air so hot.

“Whoa,” I groaned as I stood. It was a scorcher. “Like being out in Death Valley.”

The sun was setting, stretching long shadows across the sand. I straightened, my futa-dick and round breasts bobbing. The wind whipped at my blonde hair. I blinked my blue eyes. I had a good tan base. I would need it here.

“Where I am?” I asked. Hitting random was so much fun. I checked my phone. I was in... 632 AD. “Nice! And I'm here to fuck... Fatima al-Zahrā, the daughter of Muhammad and wife of Ali ibn Ali Talib.” That's a lot of history words. So many. I had no idea what any of it meant. Well, daughter and wife and... Muhammad was like that Muslim dude, right?

Ululating cries echoed. I spun around to see men on camels riding down hard at me. They wore dark robes and white turbans on their head. I smiled at them and waved, the wind whipping at my head. Maybe they knew where Fatima was.

“I'm looking for Fatima!” I cried.

They just kept shouting. A net appeared. Maybe they didn't want to help me fuck another most excellent historical babe. The net flung. It struck me. I gasped as it knocked me to the ground and wrapped me all up. It was like those last people. They had been mean at first, but Fatima would straighten it all out.

I just had confidence as a man said. “What pagan whore is this?”

“Golden hair. Is she a runaway slave?”

“Did you see that cock?”

“I was staring at her tits. She's a woman.”

“Not with a cock that big. Bigger than my own.”

“A jinn?”

Hushed murmurs washed over them. “Allah defend,” and, “May the Prophet protect.”

“Right after the prophet died, she appears?” muttered a man.

“Let us take her to Ali,” one said.

“Maybe we should take her to Abu Bakr.”

Another man spat. “Ali shall be our Caliph, not him. He is married to the beloved daughter. Take her to him.”

I was so confused. So many names. Abu Bakr? I gasped as I was yanked up in a most heinous manner and thrown over the front of a camel. The man slapped my ass. I was a lesbian—a futa-lesbian—who liked only women. That was assault.

They rode me toward a collection of tents. A lot of them. They were pitched about an oasis, maybe. Green trees were growing in the background. The camels rode in boldly. Women were moving about in black robes, carrying water from the oasis. The men were laughing and swaggering. Smoke rose from campfires. Music played.

I squirmed as they took me toward a large pavilion. It was massive. I didn't know tents could get so big. It was bitchin' to see how huge it was. Music drifted from it. The men dismounted. I was thrown over the man's shoulder. He slapped my rump.

“That's so uncool, dude!” I hissed. “Most heinous of you.”

“Shut your tongue, jinn,” he said and entered into the pavilion. Music was playing. Women were dancing around raucous men. They wore very little, their skin dusky as they shook their hips. They wore collars of gold about their necks like they were slaves. Men were eating. Cutting off meat from a roasted goat. They were drinking and laughing.

The man on the seat with finer robes and gold rings, stared at me. He had a thick, dark beard. He stroked it as the net was unwound, spilling me out across the ground. I tumbled and huffed, rising to my feet, my futa-dick bobbing before me, my pussy clenching about my vibrator.

“We caught this golden-haired jinn prowling around the camp, Caliph,” said one of the men.

“A jinn,” said the Caliph. Did that make him Ali, Fatima's husband?

“I'm here—” I started to say, but then that asshat punched me in the back of the head. I gasped, falling onto my knees. My mind fuzzed from the blow. I shook my head and shot him a glare. “That's most uncool, dude! I'm just here to fuck Fatima.”

“What?” he asked, murder on his face.

“Stay your hand, Abdul,” said the Caliph. “A jinn... With such beauty?”

“They can be beguiling spirits,” said Abdul. “Do not be bewitched by her, my Caliph.”

“No, no,” said Ali, staring at me with such hunger in his eyes. He looked at my breasts and down to my cock. He muttered something that might have been, “fuck my wife,” but I wasn't sure. “If she is an evil jinn, my Fatima can protect her. Yes, yes, take her to the harem. Let my wife and her handmaidens examine the jinn and exorcise her. I will be along to them shortly.”

“My Caliph?” asked Abdul.

The lust burning in the caliph's eyes was so delicious. I smiled at him. I could be a little flirty with a dude. I mean, it was most foul to do so, but I had to fuck his wife. I was here to breed a historical babe. And he was in charge. Caliph was like... chief or something.

“Take her,” he said, waving his hand. “Bring the jinn to my wife, and do not harm her again, Abdul. She might not be a jinn. What if she is a houri sent by Allah to us? She has fair skin and golden hair and firm breasts.”

“And a dick,” Abdul muttered as he yanked me to my feet. “Allah would not send a... a... hermaphrodite to us.”

“Let my beloved wife determine that,” said the caliph. “Perhaps this will rouse her from her mourning.”

Everyone hung their heads, looking profoundly sad. Abdul muttered, “Peace be upon your servant Muhammad, Allah the Great and Merciful.”

Mohammad was dead? The poor Fatima. “Yes, yes, I have to bring most wanton comfort to your most bodacious bride, Caliph.”

The man nodded and waved his hand. I was taken from the room by Abdul who glared murderously at me. We went down a small hallway made of tents to another room. He threw me through the dividing curtain. I fell forward onto pillows.

“Oh, my!” gasped a woman. I nearly fell into her lap. She wore a simple robe of black, her hair falling loose around her shoulders. “What are you?”

“A jinn that Ali wants the Beloved Daughter to examine,” said Abdul before he withdrew.

“A jinn?” The woman recoiled. She was young like me with a round face. “Allah defend!”

She scrambled back, her rather large breasts bouncing beneath her dress. Other women gasped. There were two others in the room. One was a slender thing that stared with fright at me. The third was older, in her late twenties or early thirties. She was crying, her eyes raw. She lifted her gaze and stared at me. She looked so lost.

“Such golden hair,” the slender one said. “And such pale skin.”

“I have a tan,” I said and sat up, my futa-cock thrusting out from my shaved cunt. It swayed before me. The women gasped at the sight of my girl-dick. The busty one fell onto her back and rolled into a ball. The slender one clutched to Fatima.

She stared at me, her eyes narrowing. “You are no jinn.”

“Of course not,” I said brightly. “I'm Jill Evie Haupstad and I'm here to breed you, your most bodacious Fatima.”

A shiver ran through her. She stared at me, licking her lips. Life returned to her eyes. A shiver raced through her as she stared at me. So did the other two women. Their breaths quickened as they stared at me. I smiled at them, wanting them to be comfortable. I wasn't here to scare them.

“Just relax,” I said, smiling. “I'm a most wondrous futanari with a big dick to fuck you all and breed you. What's your names? I know you’re Fatima, but the other two.”

“My handmaidens,” said Fatima, her eyes locked on my twitching girl-dick. Her tongue flicked over my lips. “This is Husna.” She pointed to the slender one peeking out behind her. “And Busra.”

“Peace be upon you,” whispered Busra, her big tits quivering beneath her thin robe. She stared at me, her nipples poking against the material. They all wore thin dresses. Like they were in their nightgowns or something. Well, it was night.

“Well,” I said and crawled toward Fatima. “I'm gonna breed your most fertile womb with my most excellent futa-dick.”

Fatima gasped as I cupped her face and tried to kiss her, but before I could, Husna and Busra pushed me back. They shoved me down onto the pillows that covered the floor. They were both looking so shocked at me.

“What are you doing?” Husna demanded, the slender one finding courage. “You cannot kiss the Beloved Daughter.”

“She is Ali's wife and the daughter of Mohammad, peace be upon his name,” Busra gasped. “She is holy, and you are an evil jinn.”

“A horny futa,” I corrected and smiled at them. “You have the most plump and kissable lips, Busra.”

She gasped as I kissed her. I planted my lips right on hers and thrust my tongue into her mouth. She groaned as I swirled around in her, kissing her with such passion. I wanted to make her squeal with my passion. It would be so much fun.

My tongue danced around in her mouth before she could rip her lips free. I grinned at her and kissed Husna next. The slender girl moaned as I hooked my arm around her neck and held her to me. She whimpered, her hand clutching my breast.

Fatima watched, her eyes so wide as I kissed Husna. It was so much fun to make out with Arab cutie. I felt so naughty for doing this. My heart pounded in my chest as our lips danced together. I broke the kiss and motioned to Busra.

She whimpered and kissed me now.

“She is casting a spell on you,” whimpered Fatima.

“Protect us,” moaned Husna as she nuzzled in and joined us.

Now it was a three-way kiss, our lips working together. My futa-dick throbbed. Busra grabbed it. She stroked up and down my cock as our lips worked together. It was so amazing to make out with the pair of them like that.

“Stop that,” Fatima gasped. “You're my handmaidens. I command you to stop kissing the jinn.”

But they didn't. They kept making out with me. Their tongues flicked around in my mouth. It was so wild to have the bodacious babes making out with me. They were historical hotties, too. They kissed me with passion, their tongues brushing mine.

They broke the kiss, their cheeks inflamed with their passions. I loved the sight as they panted, licking their lips. I smiled at them as they squirmed there, their eyes burning with such heat. Busra stroked my cock with that wicked hand of hers.

“Yes, yes, that's perfect,” I cooed. “You two are some bitchin' babes. Get naked and let me see those most hot bods.”

“Hot bods?” whimpered Husna.

“Yes!” Busra groaned and stood. she ripped off the dress she wore, revealing she wore nothing beneath. She had a shaved pussy, which was hot, and some big knockers. Just a most succulent pair of titties that I wanted wrapped around my dick.

“Husna!” gasped Fatima as she watched her second handmaiden rip off her dress. She was a slender thing with itty bitty and most cutie titties. They quivered as she stared down at me, her pussy also shaved. Juices dripped down her thighs. “You are both being wanton! Both fornicating with a jinn. A hermaphrodite jinn.”

“I'm a futanari!” I said. “A most horny and hot futanari with a big clit-dick and a wet pussy and a most excellent pair of tits!” I cupped them. “Let's see yours, Fatima.”

Her eyes widened. She shuddered, staring at me. Her cheeks were inflamed, her nipples poking at the front of her dress. I smiled at that. She was such a sexy thing. I stretched out on my back, my futa-dick throbbing.

“Busra, you ever give a titty fuck with those most bodacious boobs?” I asked.

“Titty... fuck?” Busra asked, clutching her breasts.

“Just wrap those big knockers around my futa-dick and massage me,” I purred. “Lick the tip of my cock. I'll cum all over your most gorgeous face.”

Busra smiled and said, “That I have done. Abdul made me do that.”

“How perverse of him!” gasped Fatima as Busra dropped between my knees.

The busty babe wrapped her most soft and pillowy breasts around my aching futa-dick. I was just thrilled they gave titty fucks back in the 600's. That was like... a hundred years ago. So far in the past. I groaned as those most excellent titties slid up my cock, massaging me.

Husna stared down at me, looking so nervous. I smiled at her and said, “Sit that most delicious and wet pussy right on my face, Husna. I'll give you a bitchin' orgasm. You'll drown me in your most excellent pussy juices.”

“Oh, my,” she gasped and straddled me. “That is so perverse. I... I...”

“You'll enjoy it,” Busra said, winking at her as she worked her tits up and down my futa-dick. “Mmm, you're so hung, Jill. Just so hung.”

Husna sat her pussy on my face. I groaned as her tangy juices soaked my lips. She tasted so good. I licked through her folds. I lapped at her, loving the flavor of her cunt. She gasped as I did that. Her back arched as I stroked through her folds.

I flicked up and down her twat, lapping at her with all that I had. I wanted to make her cum so hard. She groaned as I did that. I stroked my tongue through her folds. I licked and lapped at her with such hunger. It was so wonderful to feast on her like this.

She moaned, grinding her shaved cunt on my face. She trembled as I licked and lapped at her with all that I had. My dick throbbed between Busra's boobs. She massaged them with such delight. It was so good to have her doing that to me.

Just so wonderful.

I groaned, savoring that pair of hot boobs massaging my dick. It was a most excellent delight. I thrust my tongue into Husna's pussy. I swirled around in her cunt, teasing her. She gasped on me, her cute rump clenching and relaxing.

“Oh, Allah, this is such a joy,” Husna gasped.

“That's blasphemous,” gasped Fatima.

“Ooh, ooh, that's most excellent,” I moaned. “Fuck my cock with your most amazing titties, Busra. This is so radical!”

“Yes!” she moaned and licked the crown of my cock when it emerged from between her big tatas. “Mmm, that's so delicious.”

She licked me again. And again. Her tits slid up and down my most aching cock. Her tongue stroked the throbbing crown. A most excellent pleasure shot down my futa-dick and washed through my pussy full of the vibrator. My ovaries filled with my most salty jizz.

I tongued the bitchin' Husna's yummy pussy. I stroked through her folds, her shaved cuntlips kissing mine. I savored her most tangy juices. I stroked through her folds, my toes curling. It was so hot going back to Arab times and getting wild.

“You are being sinful!” moaned Fatima.

“Yes, yes, yes,” gasped Busra, those soft titties working up and down my cock. She squeezed her soft knockers about my most throbbing girl-dick. “But she's a futanari. Maybe that's okay. Maybe we can sin with a futanari. She's a jinn.”

“She's a houri,” moaned Husna as she ground on my face. “A houri for women. Maybe we get hermaphrodites in Paradise. Allah has sent her to us.”

“Sure!” I moaned, savoring that hot cock. “Allah sent me. Why not. I just have to fuck you all. I have to breed your most fertile pussy, Fatima. You're a historical babe. You're important.”

“I'm... important?” she asked.

I groaned into Husna's pussy. I tongued her, licking and lapping at her cunt. She gasped as I did that. Her entire body quivered as I stroked through her petals. I brushed her clit. She squealed. My dick throbbed between the bodacious Busra's busty boobs.

She stroked those big 'uns up and down my girl-dick. My futa-cock throbbed when her most silky tongue licked across the crown. She drove me wild. I groaned, my heart pounding a wild beat as those wonderful tits fucked my dick.

I stroked around Husna's clit. I stroked her bud. I nibbled on her. I suckled on her with all that I had. I wanted to drown in her cunt cream. She shuddered as I did that. It was just so wonderful to feast on her. I licked at her with all that I had.

“Ooh, ooh, Jill,” whimpered Husna. “Futanari Jill, your tongue is so wonderful. Oh, you are making my pussy feel so amazing. My husband does not give me such pleasure.”

“Your husband does not know what his tongue is for,” purred Busra. “Ooh, that's good. You're going to cum on my face, Futanari Jill.”

“Yes!” I moaned. “It'll be a most excellent climax.”

The Arab hottie licked the tip of my futa-cock again. Her tits slid up my girl-dick, engulfing the spongy tip. I shuddered at that. It felt so good to have her do that. A wave of heat rushed through me. It was just so awesome.

I suckled on Husna's clit. She moaned and squirmed on me. She ground her pussy on my face. I licked and lapped at her. I tongued her with passion. It was so to do that to her. So delicious to stroke my tongue through her folds.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped. “Oh, that's so good. That's amazing. You're driving me wild. Oh, yes, yes, just like that. Make me cum! Futanari Jill!”

Her tangy juices gushed out of her pussy. The most delicious handmaiden creamed my face. I licked up her bitchin' passion, my futa-dick throbbing between Busra's most bodacious boobs. She slid them up and down. Her tongue licked the crown.

A most powerful jolt shot down my futa-dick and through my pussy to my ovaries. I gasped as the radical bliss burst through me. My girl-cum shot out of my cock, splashing Busra's face. My pussy convulsed around the time-traveling dildo, the rapture and ecstasy sweeping through me

“Excellent!” I howled out into Husna's tangy pussy.

I spurted over and over. The most rapturous bliss shot through me. My pussy writhed around the vibrator, adding a most bitchin' rapture flooding through my body. I tongued Husna as I drenched Busra's face. I pictured my milky cum splashing over her dusky features.

“Yes, Futanari Jill!” the busty babe moaned.

“Ooh, ooh, Futanari Jill!” gasped Husna as she ground her shaved cunt on my face. “Fatima!”

I licked and lapped at her, the pleasure bursting from my futa-dick. The most excellent ecstasy shot through me. Stars flashed across my vision as I trembled through my bitchin' orgasm. I enjoyed every second of this delight.

It was so bitchin' to enjoy. So amazing to have it washing through me. I trembled on my bed, savoring every moment of that bliss. It was most wondrous joy. I spurted one last time onto Busra's face. Husna groaning. I erupted one last time.

“Kiss Busra and lick off my cum,” I moaned.

“Yes!” Busra moaned, ripping her tits from about my girl-dick. “Ooh, kiss me. Lick up the cum. Do what Futanari Jill commands!”

Husna crawled off my face and threw her arms around Busra. I sat up, watching the petite Arab hottie lick my most salty and pearly cum off the busty Busra's face. That pink tongue licked up the white spooge and kissed Busra.

Their lips melted together in such a bitchin' way. I grinned as Fatima watched on, her nipples so hard. My futa-dick ached so much to fuck her. Husna kissed Busra with such passion, pushing her back as they made out, sharing my cum.

My eyes stared at Husna's tight pussy. I had to fuck her. I had to bury my girl-cock into her cunt. “Husna, you have to be a most loving handmaiden and eat Busra's pussy. Eat her while I fuck you with my most radical futa-dick.”

“Yes!” Husna moaned.

“Put your tongue to good use,” moaned Busra as she crawled backward and spread her legs wide. Her big tits jiggled, a few drops of my futa-cum on her dusky boobs.

“This is so sinful,” whimpered Fatima as Husna buried her face into Busra's pussy and started licking. “So sinful.”

I smiled at the sight, my girl-dick throbbing. Husna devoured Busra. The most delicious lesbian sight made my clit-cock so hard. I gripped Husna's hips and nuzzled my futa-rod into her shaved pussy lips. Her hot, tight slit kissed my dick.

“Futanari Jill!” she moaned as I thrust into her. “Yes!”

I buried to the hilt in her pussy. Fatima gasped, staring with such wide, dark eyes as I filled her most bodacious handmaiden's pussy with my futa-cock. I reveled in that bitchin' twat squeezing down on my clit-dick.

“Excellent,” I moaned as Husna groaned into Busra's pussy. “That is most excellent pussy.”

“You're so big,” whimpered Husna as I drew back my futa-cock.

Her pussy clamped down on my girl-dick. The pleasure melted down my shaft. I loved that most silky of delights. I slammed back into Husna's pussy. I buried deep and hard into her cunt, savoring that wonderful cunt wrapped around my dick. She massaged me as I fucked her with force.

My blonde hair swayed around my face. My delicious boobs bounced as I fucked that most tight and hot cunt. I buried into Husna's silky snatch, her cunt massaging my clit-dick. I fucked her hard, my futa-cock plowing into her cunt.

She massaged me, wiggling her hips as she feasted on Busra's cunt. The busty babe moaned, her arms stretched out above her head. She squirmed on the cushions as I fucked Husna hard and fast. I churned up her cunt.

“Ooh, Fatima, she's got most bitchin' pussy!” I moaned, fucking Husna hard and fast. “A most excellent quim! You're gonna love being fucked by me!”

“Yes!” squealed Husna, her pussy clamping down on my girl-dick.

I fucked her hard and fast. I churned her up with everything that I had. I loved fucking her twat. It was a beautiful thing to pound her. I buried into her again and again. It was so amazing to hammer her like that. I thrust into her with such force. I pounded her twat with everything. It was such a good thing.

She whimpered, squeezing her twat down on my most excellent futa-dick. I plunged away, my boobies bouncing. Husna moaned, feasting on Busra's pussy as she devoured her cunt. It was so hot to watch. I loved it as I fucked that hot snatch. I buried into her pussy with hard strokes. I loved every second of this.

The tent opened.

“Husband!” gasped Fatima as Ali entered.

“Why are you not breeding my wife, houri?” demanded Ali, his eyes burning hot. “You have not submitted to her? I sent her to you!”

“What?” gasped Fatima, staring at her husband in shock as he was stripping naked, his hardon pressing against the front of his robes.

“The moment I saw her with that mighty cock, I knew the houri had to fuck you!” moaned Ali. “Yes, yes. I must see this. I must witness this. I must see her. She was sent! I can feel it. Your father's will is in this.”

“If... that is what you want, Husband,” whimpered Fatima as he stripped naked. He sat on a chair, stroking his cock and watching.

“Yes!” he groaned, this wild look in his eyes. He was a cuckold.

“That's so bitchin',” I moaned, slamming deep and hard into Husna's pussy. “I'll fuck her! I'll breed her most excellent womb! You'll see! I'll make your wife squeal on my futa-dick!”

“Futanari Jill!” gasped Busra. “She's not a jinn or a houri. She's an angel. She was sent to us by the Prophet, peace be upon him!”

“Yes, yes,” whimpered Fatima as she ripped off her dress now. She exposed her most delicious bod to me. She had round, firm breasts with fat nipples. she had curvy hips and a shaved pussy. “Oh, yes, yes, give me another child.”

“You're a foxy MILF!” I moaned, slamming into Husna's pussy. “That's so bitchin'! Excellent!”

I slammed deep and hard into Husna's cunt. She moaned into the bodacious Busra's pussy. I loved it. That hot twat gripped me. Squeezed about me. I loved fucking that hot pussy. I reveled in this moment. I pumped away at that hot snatch. I fucked her hard and fast.

It was so glorious to bury into her like this. Just so delicious. Her pussy clamped down on me. She held me tight with her hot cunt. She massaged me with that hot twat. It felt so good to fuck into her. I loved every last second of it.

I plunged into her snatch. I fucked her hard and fast. It was so wonderful. So glorious. She squeezed down on me, driving me wild. The pressure in my ovaries swelled and swelled with my every thrust into her cunt.

“Oh, that's so wonderful,” whimpered Busra, her boobs jiggling.

“Yes,” the cuckold groaned, stroking his cock.

Then Busra squealed. She bucked as she came. Her most excellent titties bounced. They jiggled in a bitchin' way. They slapped together as I fucked Husna's tight and quivering quim. I buried into her delicious snatch. She squealed in delight.

“Futanari Jill!” gasped out most delicious Husna. Her pussy convulsed around my girl-dick.

I gasped out in delight, burying into her writhing pussy and savoring that hot flesh spasming around me. It was so glorious. I threw back my head at the most radical massage. Her hot flesh suckled at the tip of my futa-cock. I drove to the hilt in her and gasped out in delight.

“Excellent!”

My futa-cum spurted into her hot pussy. I flooded Husna's snatch with my jizz. It was so incredible. The heat slammed through me. I groaned, her hot flesh spasming around my dick. She massaged me with her quivering quim.

The most glorious ecstasy slammed through me with every spurt. My cum flooded her pussy. She rippled around my dick. She worked out my spunk. I loved every second of that. I spurted over and over into her twat. A big smile spread on my lips.

“Excellent,” I moaned, savoring that wonderful cunt massaging my most aching futa-dick.

“Futanari Jill,” whimpered Husna into Busra's pussy. “Oh, you filled me up with so much cum. More than my husband. Your seed is in me.”

“Now it must be in my wife,” groaned Ali. The caliph stroked his cock as I dumped the last of my cum into Husna's pussy.

“Lie on your back,” I purred to Fatima. “I'll breed you while Husna sits on your face. You can lick my cum out of her pussy.”

“Yes!” Fatima moaned, licking her lips. “Oh, Futanari Jill, you are an angel sent by my father. He still watches over me from Heaven at Allah's bosom.”

“Sure,” I said. She was grieving. Why not remind her about her father being in Heaven? I thought everyone went to heaven or something. Just had to believe in Jesus and crystals or something.

Husna slid her most delicious pussy off my girl-dick. She crawled to the most bodacious Fatima. The caliph's wife lay on her back, eager to be fucked by me. Her husband watched with such feverish eyes. He stroked his cock.

I wanted to joke to Nel about how different he was from Cleopatra's husband, but... Where was Nel? She was missing out on all the most wicked fun. Well, she was in other times fucking other historical babes. I did miss her, but...

Fatima gasped as Husna planted her cunt on that mouth. The married woman feasted on the creampie I left in Husna, licking my futa-cum out of that most delicious pussy. I licked my lips, remembering the tangy delight. Such a tasty treat.

I lifted Fatima's hips and nuzzled my girl-cock into her married folds. She moaned into Husna's sloppy cunt, licking and lapping up the spunk that I left in the sexy cutie. Husna moaned, her small breasts quivering. She smiled at me.

I winked at her and buried my futa-dick into the caliph's wife's most glorious quim.

“Allah, yes!” squealed the beautiful Fatima. Her cunt squeezed down around my dick. She massaged me with her hot flesh. “Oh, this is a mighty cock, my husband.”

“Is it better than mine?” Ali asked, flogging his little prick.

“Yes, yes, grander!” moaned Fatima, her pussy massaging my clit-dick as I drew back. “Mightier. Oh, yes, yes, the futanari-angel's cock is magnificent!”

I smiled from ear to ear, so glad to hear that. I slammed back into her pussy, burying to the hilt in her cunt. I loved that hot flesh around my dick. I quivered as that wonderful snatch massaged me. She felt so good around me.

I pumped away at her. I fucked her with such force. I buried into her married cunt with force as Husna quivered on her face. Fatima licked my cum out of Husna's most delicious pussy. Fatima moaned, her most tight and silky snatch squeezing down on my futa-dick.

“Oh, Fatima!” Husna moaned. “Yes, yes, lick all the angel's seed out of my pussy.”

“Your cunt tastes so good!” groaned Fatima, her pussy gripping my dick. “That's so amazing. Yes, yes, pound me with that grand futanari-cock, Blessed Jill. Pound me! Plant your girl-jism in me! Let me be pregnant with your divine seed!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” groaned Ali. “Like how Blessed Īsā ibn Maryam must have been conceived.”

“Sure,” I moaned. I had no idea who that was. “Ooh, that's hot. That pussy is massaging me. Your wife's bitchin' quim is massaging my clit-dick. I'm gonna pump her most fertile womb full of my futa-seed!”

“Yes!” gasped Ali as he came.

He grunted, his jizz erupting from his cock in a few, pathetic bursts. He groaned as he finished cumming. I fucked his wife's most amazing pussy hard and fast. She squeezed her quim down around my girl-dick. I loved it.

Husna threw her arms around me and kissed me. Her lips were stained with Busra's most tart cream. I moaned, making out with the sexy girl. I fucked Fatima's hard pussy as I tongue-wrestled the sexy Husna.

“Fuck my goat and my mother,” groaned Ali as he watched. “Yes, yes, Futanari Jill, breed my wife! Plant your divine seed so that our children might reign over the Muslim Faith.”

I buried deep and hard into that wonderful cunt. I fucked her with passion. I slammed to the hilt in her juicy twat, her pussy gripping me. It was so hot having that most wonderful of snatches massaging my clit-dick. The pressure built and built in my ovaries.

I moaned into Husna's lips, kissing them hard as I savored plunging into that hot pussy. the heat swelled in me. I was so ready to just burst with delight. I plowed deep and hard into the married woman's pussy while her cuckold watched.

“Breed my wife,” Ali moaned, his hand stroking his little prick again. He had found a second wind.

A most horny man.

I pumped away at his wife's most precious pussy, savoring that silky snatch squeezing about me. The crown of my futa-cock ached. The pressure built and built as I buried into that most delicious twat. I kissed Husna with passion.

The girl broke the kiss and gasped in delight. She tossed her head and squealed with such delight. She bucked, drowning Fatima in a flood of the most delicious cream. I grinned at Husna as her black hair tossed. She looked so happy.

“Bitchin', right?” I asked, slamming into that hot pussy.

“Yes, yes, yes!” gasped Husna.

“Oh, Allah!” squealed the married woman. Fatima's most excellent pussy convulsed around my girl-dick. “Yes! Breed me!”

I buried into her cunt with a hard stroke, her hot flesh spasming around me. The pressure in my ovaries burst. I squealed out in delight, my round tits bouncing, and unloaded my cum into Fatima's writhing cunt.

I flooded her most fertile womb with my futa-seed.

I squealed out in rapture, the pleasure slamming through me. Stars flashed across my vision as I enjoyed this most excellent delight. The heat washed through me. It was just an incredible moment. I trembled through it all.

Stars flashed across my vision. I groaned, pumping my futa-cum into the fertile wife's most silky snatch. Her cunt writhed around me, milking my futa-dick. The most amazing rapture slammed through me while my pussy spasmed about my toy. Waves of bitchin' rapture flooded my body.

“Excellent!” I groaned, my boobs jiggling.

“Yes, yes, yes,” moaned Fatima, her words muffled by Husna's pussy. “That's so amazing. Futanari Jill!”

“Yes,” growled the caliph. “It is a miracle. Breed my wife. Her handmaidens. Yes, yes, deliver your holy seed to them!”

I shuddered, Fatima's most quivering quim milking out the rest of my girl-cum. I savored that heat washing through me. Stars flashed before my eyes. I groaned as I savored every last second of this delight. It was a most excellent moment.

I fell onto my back, panting. I loved this heat washing through me. I quivered there, my boobs jiggling. I licked my lips. I wanted to have Fatima's pussy planted on my mouth. I craved to drink my cum from her pussy.

She was like holy or something.

“Sit on my face, Fatima!” I groaned. “Yes, yes, sit on my face! I want to drown in my most delicious cum and your most wondrous cream.”

“May I ride your cock, Futanari Jill?” whimpered Busra.

“Yes!” I moaned as Fatima sat up, her face dripping in cum. She glanced at her husband. The caliph worked his hand up and down his cock. It was so wild.

She crawled over me and planted her shaved cunt right on my face. I groaned, savoring the salty flavor of my futa-cum mixed with the sweet flavor of Fatima's pussy. I licked at her most delicious quim, stroking my tongue through her folds as she moaned in delight.

“Futanari Jill,” she cooed.

“Ooh, ooh, yes!” gasped Busra.

She grabbed my cock and raised it up. She plunged her cunt down my most aching futa-dick. I groaned in delight as the busty babe swallowed all my clit-rod. I moaned into Fatima's delicious snatch. I licked up more of the salty cum from her depths.

“That's it,” groaned Ali. “Yes, yes, ride the futanari-angel's cock. Those tits are amazing!”

“Yes, they are,” Fatima purred. “Oh, my, they are so soft and heavy. Your nipples are hard.”

“Fatima,” gasped Busra, her pussy clamping down on me. “Ooh, rub my nipples with your thumbs. That's so wonderful.”

It sure sounded most wonderful. Especially with that hot pussy working up and down my girl-dick. I loved that hot snatch. It was just so incredible. I shuddered, savoring that wonderful cunt working up and down my dick. I loved that treat.

She felt amazing massaging me. She rode me with such passion as I tongued Fatima's pussy. I licked through her sweet petals to gather up my spunk. I loved that jizz. It was so good. I stroked through her hot flesh as that wonderful pussy plunged down my dick.

“Yes, yes, yes,” whimpered Busra as she rode me.

My pussy clamped down on the vibrator as she worked that hot pussy up and down me. It was so incredible to feel. She massaged me with her hot flesh as I licked up and down Fatima's slit. I stroked from her clit to her taint, gathering up the futa-cum.

The amount of my most delicious girl-jizz leaking out of her cunt slowed. I plunged my tongue into her silky quim and swirled around in her. She gasped out in delight, her pussy massaging my lips as I scooped my futa-seed out of her cunt.

“Oh, yes, yes, Futanari Jill!” Fatima moaned. “Oh, my husband, she is licking me. She is driving me wild with her wicked tongue!”

“Good,” he groaned.

Busra worked that hot twat up and down my cock. She moaned as she massaged me. The need to cum swelled and swelled in me. She plunged down my most aching futa-dick. Her most excellent pussy brought me closer and closer to cumming.

I found more of my futa-spunk in Fatima's pussy. I licked the most salty cum from her most sweet twat. I swirled around in her, searching for more of the yummy drops. It was such a bitchin' moment to have a threesome with the two Arab hotties.

All while the caliph watched.

“Cum on her, my wife,” moaned Ali as I licked at Fatima's clit.

“Yes, my husband,” she moaned, squirming on me. “Oh, that's so good. That's... Yes!”

Her sweet pussy juices gushed out. I drowned in her cunt cream. I reveled in her most delicious passion. I licked at her cunt as Busra rode my clit-dick. She plunged her cunt down my cock, her boobs smacking together.

“Allah, yes!” she howled and burst in delight. She spasmed around me. I loved the feel of her cunt rippling around my dick. “Oh, that's so good! That's just amazing! Yes, yes, cum in me, Futanari Jill!”

Her most wanton pussy rippled around my girl-dick. A radical delight shot down my futa-shaft and washed through my cunt. My twat tightened around the dildo as the pleasure burst in me. I squealed into Fatima's pussy and erupted in a most excellent way.

My futa-cum spurted in a bitchin' way into Busra's most fertile pussy. I bred another historical babe. Most rapturous waves of bliss washed through my body. My girl-dick erupted again and again, flooding that hot twat with my most amazing cum.

“Yes!” I moaned, savoring that delight. I shuddered through so much ecstasy. “That's so bitchin'!”

“Yes!” Ali groaned. “Allah, thank you!”

I spurted over and over into Bursa's pussy. I licked at Fatima's most sweet snatch. I stroked through her folds as she shuddered on me. I trembled as I erupted a final time into that hot snatch writhing around me. It was a most excellent moment.

“Oh, yes,” Busra moaned and slid off my futa-dick. Fatima shuddered and crawled off me. I sat up, licking my lips, my pussy clenching on my vibrator. I wished it was buzzing, but... “What next?”

Fatima crawled to her husband. She rubbed her cheek against his cock, smearing his cum on her cheek. “I have been bred by the futanari-angel, husband.”

“Your child shall be the heir to your father's Caliphate,” he said. “We shall crush Abu Bakr for daring to seize power from us.”

“Yes,” she moaned, her ass wiggling.

I darted to her and pressed my wet futa-dick into her butt-crack. I slid down to her asshole and found it. She moaned as I buggered her. Her anal ring widened and widened before my most mighty of girl-cocks.

She gasped, “Futanari Jill!”

I popped into her bowels. Her husband watched with such greedy lust in his eyes as I sank into his wife's most tight and velvety asshole. I groaned, my futa-dick drinking in the friction. It melted down to my pussy stuffed with my awesome vibrator.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes,” I moaned. “Excellent!”

I sank to the hilt in her, my girl-dick throbbing in her bowels. She felt so wonderful about me. She throbbed in such an exciting way. I savored how she quivered. Her anal sheath gripped me as I drew back my futa-dick.

She moaned as I did that. Her entire body trembled as her hot flesh massaged me. I groaned, too. I loved that hot anal sheath around me. I thrust back into her bowels. I slammed into her flesh. Her bowels massaged me with such heat. It was glorious to have her around me.

I pumped away at her. I fucked into her bowels with hard strokes. I buried deep and hard into her anal sheath while she moaned, rubbing her face into her husband's cock. I buggered her, reveling in her tight flesh around me.

I would cum so hard in her.

“Husband,” she moaned. “Does it make you so hard for the futanari-angel to sodomize me!”

“Yes!” he growled.

I pumped away at her most excellent asshole. It was so good to bugger her with all that I had. I buried into her again and again. It was so magnificent to pound her bowels. To fuck her with force.

She groaned as I buried into her again and again. I loved that delight. It was a wonderful moment. I plowed into her over and over again. She squeezed her flesh down on me. She massaged me with such passion.

“Such a bitchin' asshole,” I moaned, staring at the cuck. “Your wife's so tight and hot!”

“Fuck her, Futanari Jill,” he groaned.

“Yes,” whimpered Fatima, her bowels squeezing about my futa-dick. “You're incredible!”

I slammed into her most velvety asshole. I buggered her hard and fast, the pressure growing in my ovaries. Her flesh massaged the crown of my cock. I hurtled toward my eruption. I would have such a huge one.

My boobs bounced as I slammed into her asshole. Her hot flesh clamped down on my most excellent futa-dick. My pussy clenched about the vibrator as I hurtled toward that moment when I would cum so hard.

I would flood her bowels with my cum.

She moaned louder and louder as I sodomized her with hard strokes. The caliph's wife gripped me with their most amazing asshole. The need to cum in her bowels built and built with my every stroke into her. I plunged into her anal sheath.

“Yes!” Fatima howled, her most velvety asshole spasming around my girl-dick. She felt incredible.

I slammed into her bitchin' asshole and gasped out, “Excellent!”

I erupted into her asshole, my pussy writhing around the dildo. Pleasure rushed through me. I groaned, my boobs bouncing as I dumped my futa-cum into her asshole. Fatima whimpered, rubbing her face into her husband's cock.

“Yes,” Ali groaned as I filled his wife's bowels with my futa-cum.

I spurted again and again into her bowels. The pleasure slammed through me. I groaned through such wonderful ecstasy. The heat crashed into my mind. I loved every second of her asshole milking my most awesome futa-dick.

“Yes!” I groaned as I erupted the last time into her bowels.

“Mmm,” Fatima purred, savoring her pleasure while her husband panted, his eyes wild.

My phone went off. I ripped my clit-dick out of Fatima's asshole stood. I snagged it off the floor and swiped the screen. “Hey, Rochelle.”

“She's speaking with God,” whimpered Ali.

“There you are,” she said. “My, my, you really changed history by breeding Fatima. She doesn't die in 632 during Abu Bakr's raid. In fact, Ali rallies his followers and destroys Abu Bakr. There is no schism in Islam. No Shia or Sunni split at all. Aaliyah founded the Futanari Caliphate that still rules Saudi Arabia and much of the Middle East and North Africa today. Futas flourish there. You really saved the future.”

“Yay!” I said. “Off to the next random historical babe to fuck! Yay!”

I hit the random button as Rochelle gasped out, “No, no, don't hit the random button!”

“Whoops!”

“Why do you two have to be such airheads!” she gasped as my vibrator burst to life and I exploded in a most excellent and time-traveling way. I was off to my next most excellent adventure.

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for The Futa and the Holy & Innocent Babe!

If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon!


Sneak Preview of “Lydia Makes a Naughty Wish”

My genie drank my cunt cream. This was so awesome. I loved cumming on a woman's mouth for the first time. My young body shuddered through this bliss. It was a fantastic delight. My eyes rolled back in my head.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned. “Ooh, that's just outstanding. Oh, damn, that's good. I love it. I love it so much. Yes!”

A wave of delight swept through me. It was an incredible rush to have all that pleasure sweeping through me. I trembled through this ecstasy. Every moment of rapture burned through me. Stars danced before my eyes.

I hit the peak of my delight as the naughty genie lapped at me. I fell back on my bed, my heart pounding. Pleasure burned through my veins. I licked my lips, my entire body buzzing. I panted as I stared up at my ceiling. I felt like I was floating on a bed of clouds.

“Mmm, good one?” asked Amina.

“Best one,” I gasped. “Oh, wow, that was awesome.” I giggled. “That is such a great word!”

“Mmm, now for the next part,” said the wanton genie. “I get to deflower you!”

“Oh, like with a dildo?” I asked. “Or maybe my hairbrush handle.”

“With my futa-cock!” she said. “Ooh, that's a fun thing to call me. I'm a futa-genie with a clit-dick. My, my, such fun words.”

“Um... What?”

“I'm a hermaphrodite,” she said. “Futanari seems to be the right word to describe a sexy chick—me!—who can grow her clitoris into a cock—also me! Isn't that neat?”

I was about to voice my confusion when she rose up onto her knees, her hands on her hips. From amid her thick, black bush, something pink emerged. I sat up and gasped as I watched the pink nub swell bigger and bigger. The hue faded to her dusky brown while the tip became... Spongy. Almost like the cap of a mushroom on a very thick stalk that was growing huger by the second.

“That's a cock,” I spluttered as I watched it grow bigger and bigger.

“A clit-cock,” Amina said with pride. “I'm a futa-genie. Ooh, isn't that a beautiful cock. All lesbians love girls with dicks. I can fuck you and cum in you and you'll have so much fun.”

If you want to read more, click here for Lydia Makes a Naughty Wish (Owning a Wanton Futa Genie 1)!
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Reed James is a thirty-year-old guy living in Tacoma, WA. “I love to write, I find it freeing to immerse myself in a world and tell its stories and then share them with others.” He's been writing naughty stories since high school, furiously polishing his craft, and finally feels ready to share his fantasies with the world.

“I love writing about women who want to be a little (or a lot) naughty, people expressing their love for each other as physically and kinkily as possible, and women loving other women. Whether it's a virgin experiencing her/his first time or a long-term couple exploring the bounds of their relationships, it will be a hot, erotic story!”
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